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and just because it may not completely come off, so I may be
able to see the works inside it more, clearly.
And I don't expect you to be always at your best. Indeed I
once said that it was the mark of a little writer to be very particular
about his standard. The big men (of the Balzac, Tolstoi,
Dostoevski, Dickens stamp) are incredibly careless, here & now.
They seem to have said 'well, it doesn't matter. If the readers
can't see what I mean, they needn't*. There's a lavish ease
about their stuff: and an agony of carefulness about the Henry
James & George Moore & Flaubert class. These are two points
of view. I like both lots. But don't, please, stand on ceremony
with me. The most beautiful parts of all the best Greek statues
are their mutilations*
What news of Posh? He is out of the service, I think, now.
If you still hear of him, let me hear of his fortunes: even of his
misfortunes. He must strike a smooth place, in living, soon: if
he is to keep going at all.
Do not take my illnesses seriously. They are only indisposi-
tions: and may be partly due to my refusal to see that I'm too
old to lead a boy's life much longer. They do not allow, in the
Services, for grown ups .. . the whole treatment and regimen is
designed for the immature: and physically I'm in decay, however
half-baked my mind may be.
Here is a suggestion which I make with great diffidence and
regret, for what may seem to you presumption. Long ago, at
Uxbridge, I made some notes on life in the ranks. They are
crude, unsparing, faithful stuff: very metallic and uncomfortable.
Once I meant to make a book of them, by leaving them to sink
down into my mind, & then reviving my memory by their aid,
to distil something adequate to what is a very large subject: the
enlisted-man-in-uniform.
Only the disappointment which the Arabia book's feebleness
bred in me knocked all writing hopes on the head. So I told
Edward Garnett, father of the David you know, that he should
have the original notes, as a relic. My relics are hawked about,
you see, and have a money value. Clouds Hill was floored and
roofed out of the sale of my golden Mecca dagger!1
1 Bought by Lionel Curtis and now in the keeping of the Manciple, All Souls, Oxford,